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In the Closet 


Allentown, Pennsylvania, December 22, 1915 


Sweaty, exhausted, and tingling with quickly-dissipating adrenaline, Geddy made his way offstage and toward the 
dressing room, hoping to get to a warm shower before he cooled off too much. Smiling, he made a silent wish 
that he would find a naked, soapy Alex waiting for him when he got there, though he knew that even if his 
wish came true, nothing was going to happen. Neil shared their tiny dressing room, and it just wouldn't do for 
him to find out about them by walking in on them screwing. He sighed. Maybe, if the band stayed together, 
someday they'd be big enough to get two dressing rooms. That meant that they might not be sharing hotel 
rooms any more, though, and right now looking forward to the nights he bunked with Alex was the only thing 
that kept him going on this dismal shit tour. 


Where was Alex, anyway? He was usually the last one off the stage, but tonight he had dashed off practically 
before he had played his last note, nearly knocking Geddy over in his haste. Weird. 


These were the thoughts going through Geddy's mind as he walked down the ugly, fluorescent-lit cinderblock 
hallway. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw a door just to his right fly open An arm shot out of the door, 
grabbed his hand, and pulled him into what turned out to be a large supply closet. 


His alarm turned into delight as Alex pushed him up against the now-closed door and kissed him passionately. 
Wordlessly, the lovers explored each other's body with their hands, lips, and tongues. Zippers were lowered and 


buttons unbuttoned, and soon, both were naked. 


Despite feeling hotter than he had in days, when the cool air hit Geddy's still-damp skin, he began to shiver 
from the chill, goosebumps forming on his alabaster skin. Alex noticed his lover's discomfort and wrapped his 
arms around Geddy, pulling him even closer to him and, not accidentally, pressing his throbbing cock against his 
lover's answering erection. "You cold, baby? | can think of something that might warm you up." He reached 
down between them and began stroking Geddy with maddening slowness, prompting a groan of mingled pleasure 


and frustration from his lovely outstretched throat. 


‘Mmm.. You warm now?" Geddy nodded, managing a gasping "Oh, fuck, yes" before lapsing into moans and 
panting, rocking his hips, pressing against his lover's enormous dick and providing tantalizing friction. Alex drew 
his breath in sharply as his own arousal began to spiral out of control. When he could take it no longer, he 
unwrapped his hand from his secret boyfriend's erection and began to rummage in the pockets of his 
discarded jeans. The sudden cessation of his attentions forced a whimper from the wildly-excited Geddy. Alex 
smiled sexily, then claimed Geddy's lips again in a deep and passionate kiss. "Patience, patience," he murmured, 


as his fingers finally closed around the sought-after bottle of lube. 


Alex squeezed a generous amount of lubricant from the small plastic bottle into his palm and applied it to his 
painfully aroused penis. It took nearly all of his willpower to leave off stroking himself, but a look at Geddy's 
desire-bright eyes and flushed cheeks sent his head spinning, and he lifted the smaller man until his lower back 
rested against one of the pressboard shelves, thrusting into him as he did. 


A garbled scream escaped Geddy's throat as pleasure swept over him, driven by his love's iron-hard cock. 
Geddy's sounds of passion never failed to drive Alex wild, but he knew that they stood a high chance of being 
discovered if he let him be his usual vocal self. In a hotel, they could always blame the cries and yells on 


someone in another room, but it was going to be hard to pass that off in a storage room. 


"Shh, baby, shhh..." Alex whispered, pressing his mouth to Geddy's ear. He was beyond caring, though, and the 

feel of Alex breathing into his ear just served to drive him further out of his mind. Sensing that his lover no 
longer had the mental faculty to control his volume, Alex slipped a hand over his mouth, suddenly grateful for 
the shelving that was helping him keep his balance. 


Alex could tell from the way Geddy's cock twitched and jumped in his other hand that he was very, very close. 
He loved getting him off, and as Geddy writhed and twisted against the shelving, Alex felt himself teetering on 
the edge. He suddenly realized that with one hand over Geddy's moaning lips and one hand on his straining dick, 
he had no way of stifling himself, as he felt a roar building inside of him as his orgasm swelled to the breaking 
point. Desperate, he lurched forward and buried his teeth in Geddy's shoulder as he burst inside of him, spilling 
for what seemed like breathless hours. 


Geddy, quite insane from pleasure and need, felt sharp pain in his arm and wet heat deep inside of him as Alex 


came, and suddenly colors exploded in front of his eyes as he climaxed, screaming against Alex's firmly- 


pressed palm. 


Drained and trembling, it took a long moment for the two to speak. Finally pulling away from Geddy's clinging 
body, Alex winced as he saw the tooth marks in Geddy's shoulder. "Oooh, Ged. I'm sorry about that.. Does it 
hurt?" 


"Nah... nah... fucking... incredible," Geddy breathed back. Silently, and glowing with pleasure, they cleaned up as 
best as they could, dressed, and, peering out to first ensure the hallway was empty, sauntered down to the 


now-empty dressing room. 


They were just undressing for the second time that evening when Neil appeared from the shower room, hair 


wet, towel wrapped around his waist. "Where the hell were you guys? Ged, what happened to your shoulder?" 


The other men blushed in unison. "Erm, you know, groupies and stuff," Alex managed to cough out in a nearly- 


believable voice. 


"Groupies, huh? | didn't even see any women in the audience. Interesting," intoned Neil, cocking an eyebrow 
skeptically. His bandmates muttered and mumbled something toward the floor, and hurried past him into the 
shower room. Neil shook his head at the retreating figures. He liked his bandmates, but they could be 
aggravating to be around. Their friendship formed an impenetrable barrier sometimes, as they orbited around 
each other in a two-person galaxy. He had begun to suspect something a little more physical than your typical 
friendship was happening, but, well, that was none of his business. They had the right to keep their secrets. 


He started getting dressed, and smiled to himself. As frustrating as this tour was, he was still having a lot 
more fun than he would have selling tractors. Life was definitely interesting with those two, and he hoped they 


would be around to annoy him for many years to come. 


